CHAPTER 290 


May 29, 2014 


“Yeah, and you said that buying a car was a bad idea.” 


The group rushed to Justin’s car, almost out of breath from having to run so far from 
the dorms to try and make it to the car. The parking lot REALLY should have been 
closer. Poor Maya almost keeled over on the way there. She hadn’t been feeling to 
well lately you see. A combination of boozing it up too much and feeling like dirt 
after her and Yosuke’s little one night stand was tearing her up inside, and that was 
causing some pretty nasty side-effects on her health. Everyone else, while clearly 
exhausted, seemed just fine.You know, Justin didn’t quite understand why Junpei 
was following them, but given he seemed to know what Personas were, he had a 
pretty good guess. It didn’t matter though; if he needed to escape in the face of a 
huge tragedy like this, he could hitch a ride no problem. Just let him be aware that 
they planned to drive into the eye of the storm. He spun the his keyring around his 
fingers as he made his way up to the driver’s seat, ready to get this motor started 
as quickly as possible. Justin being as clumsy as he was, however, was having some 
trouble getting the door open. For starters, he started off with the wrong key, which 
was completely and utterly baffling since he only had two keys: the one to his car 
and the one to his house back in Inaba. And they looked completely different mind 
you. Still, that short little distraction did give the others sometime to observe 
everything around them. And that was when Yukiko made a sudden realization, 
finger moving from person to person as she took a headcount. 


“Umm... are we going to be able to fit everyone in here?” Justin froze within in 
instant, key half way in the door as his eyes slowly raised so he could take his own 
tally. There was him, Chie, Yu, Yukiko, Maya, Yosuke, and Junpei. Seven people. This 
car only had five seats. A wave of horror washed over them as it slowly occurred to 
them that not everyone was going to get a seat in this car. What were they gonna 
do, draw straws to decide who stayed behind? They couldn’t do that, could they? No 
one should get left behind under the circumstances, especially when they were all 
in this together. United they stand, divided they fall after all. 


“No, probably not.” 


“Well we can’t leave anyone behind, can we? Someone else here has to have a 
car.” Chie pointed out. More specifically, she turned her eyes towards Junpei. He 
made so many runs on the town that it seemed ridiculous that he could be doing it 
on foot. But then, stranger things had happened. He rubbed at the back of his neck 
with slight shame turning his eyes towards the sky to avoid eye contact. 


“Well, uh... | uh... sort of lost my license for reckless driving.” He admitted with 
embarrassment. Groans of irritation across the parking lot; none of them really 
needed a car to get around so they didn’t have one either. Justin was the first to buy 
a car, and with such lucky timing too. He bit at his bottom lip a bit. | mean, they 
COULD walk he supposed, but that wasn’t exactly the preferred option and if at all 
possible he’d prefer to talk the fast car that would get them away from the cops. 


“Well... We could do some... cramming.” Justin pointed out. “Try to squeeze a fourth 
person in the back, sit on someone’s lap if you need to.” He remarked, pulling open 
the door to his car to jump in the front seat. Mind you, Justin BARELY passed his 
driving exam, so no one felt all too comfortable with him being at the wheel, but 
who knows. Maybe some reckless driving could help them get away faster. They just 
wished they had enough seatbelts for said reckless driving. Chie was quick to grab 
shotgun to avoid the cramped up tangled mess that was the back. Pretty much 
everyone else made a quick effort to cram themselves in the back. Maya ended up 
having to crouch in the little gap between the front seats where the glove 
compartment was, because she absolutely refused to sit on Junpei’s lap for all of 
this. Yes, Yu, Yukiko, Maya, and Junpei had all managed to barely cram themselves 
in the back. They couldn’t really move and there definitely wasn’t any room for a 
fourth. Which was about when Yosuke peered his head angrily through the back to 
look at Justin. He was NOT staying behind while Junpei got a free ride; no way in 
hell. 


“Uh Justin; you mind telling me where I’m supposed to sit.” Justin turned about, 
precariously eyeing the jumbled up mess of bodies in the back, almost bumping into 
Maya in the process, who wasn’t all that pleased at getting elbowed in the eye. He 
contemplated the matter for a moment. No way in hell Yosuke was fitting in the 
back. He supposed he could try and sit up front, but then he’d have no room to shift 
gears. Which was probably not a good thing. 


“Well... there is the... obvious option.” 


“..| second that.” Chie agreed. Not necessarily because she wanted to see that 
happen (though part of her thought it was hilarious even given the circumstances) 
but they really needed to get going and they didn’t have time to think about it. 
Yosuke was pretty opposed to it though. 


“Nu uh. No way. | am NOT sitting in the trunk!” He aggressively opposed the 
motion. It was about this point Maya turned towards him and started giving him 
those half ‘puppy dog’ eyes, half ‘do what | say because I’m your girlfriend and | 
have the power to make your life a living hell if you don’t’ eyes. He eventually 
sighed, throwing his hands up in the air before stepping back and closing the door. 
Making his way to the back to jump in the trunk. It was surprisingly not easy to 
close the door behind him, but he managed to get it eventually. In actuality, as 


degrading as it was to be in the trunk, he had a tad bit more leg room than 
everyone else, so this was a small victory in its own right. “Step on it.” 


With great enthusiasm, Justin turned the key to start up the engine, foot ready to 
pound on the gas on any second. This was, unfortunately, interrupted by the sound 
of the radio kicking to life, the sound of a certain someone’s mix-tape suddenly 
bursting from the speakers and catching him, and pretty much everyone else off 
guard. He thought he had turned that off, dammit. 


Beautiful faces and loud, empty places 

Look at the way that we live 

Wastin’ our time on cheap talk and wine 

Left us so little to give 

That same old crowd 

Was like a cold dark cloud 

That we could never rise above 

But here in my heart | give you the best of my love. 


“.,.Dude, really?” There were a couple snickers from the back, mostly from Maya 
and Yosuke. They both had a pretty good idea what the mix-tape was for, but more 
amusing than Justin being super cheesy was that he listened to this stuff in the first 
place. 


“Shut up.” He cut them off within a second, glaring at the street in front of him 
before pounding his foot on the gas. You would think it was stupid of him to think he 
could out drive the people in his own car, but then you realized neither Maya nor 
Yosuke had seatbelts on and immediately suffered the consequences. Namely 
Yosuke, who hit his heard pretty hard in the back. That immediately shut them up. 
Chie sighed a little. She didn’t get what the mix tape was, but she wasn’t really in 
the mood to be listening to music. 


“How do | change to the news? | want to listen to what’s going on in Inaba.” Chie 
spoke up as she leaned forward to start fiddling with the radio controls. It wasn’t a 
bad idea actually; they needed to know the situation before they did anything 
drastic after all. Justin turned his eyes over towards the controls, ready to point out 
the dial she needed to turn to get to the right station... Then he noticed she was 
actually about to change the CDs on him. 


“Wait Chie, don’t press-“ 


You know | love it when our bodies move closer 


And when it's finished, yeah it only starts over 
| touch you there because | know the spot 

You know I'm everything that he's just not 
And when | hear it yeah, you feel a shot 

I'm comin' for ya baby, ready or not 

Now look it baby, you're just nineteen 

Flesh so hot, ready or not 

Now look it baby, you're just nineteen 

You got the flesh that’s gonna make me hot 


“... hat... button...” Quite the contrast between the cheesy love song that had been 
blasting a moment earlier. Pretty much everyone was giving Justin a dirty look now 
like this was the worst thing they had ever heard. The way he shrank back like a 
turtle in his shell didn’t help. But worse than that was this death stare Chie was 
giving him right now. Just nineteen, huh? What an awfully convient age for the... 
female protagonist of a song about sex. Given all the circumstances of late, he had 
pretty much dug his own grave having that disc in there. 


“Justin, when this is all over we need to have a serious talk.” 


“Yeah... Yeah | know.” He sighed with fearful disappointment. He wasn’t looking 
forward to it to say the least. You know, he seemed to have the worst luck when it 
came to the radio; like god was in the radio and specifically changing the song to 
something so contextually awful that it was hilarious. Which is why Justin was just 
about ready to swear off music and possibly religion. But first he needed to prove 
that it was a supernatural entity messing with his tunes. Probably not. He reached 
his hand out to turn the channel to the right station this time. 


“the news on the terrorist attack on Inaba has been coming out in a slow trickle, 
which would be normal procedure under normal circumstances, but we’re hearing 
reports about coffins and poison fog... Don’t you think this Is a little too bizarre to 
leave the public in the dark about Tom?” Seemed they were debating the topic on 
the radio right now; not particularly news, but they could pick up bits and pieces 
from it. Justin sighed pulling his hand back from the dial back to his wheel as he 
pulled out of the parking lot. There was a cop car up ahead, but from what he could 
tell, its occupants were still preoccupied searching the campus. They were doing a 
pretty lousy job locking down the perimeter, that’s for sure. 


“So... what now?” Yosuke spoke up from the back of the car, rubbing his head a 
little. It was a good question truly. All Justin knew was they needed to get to Inaba 


somehow; once they were in they wouldn’t need to worry about the law, since the 
fog would keep them out, plus they could investigate the matter from there. But 
that’s not what Yosuke was asking, was it? He was talking about right now. 


“We drive.” 
“That’s all we’ve got for a plan?” 


“Well the backup plan is to throw you out of the trunk if we get caught and hope the 
cops get distracted.” 


“Oh well when you put it that way...!” 


